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All my Loving MASTERS and MISTRESSES 
Of Holbor n-End-DiviſionAn the Pariſh of St. Giles's in the Fields. ; 


By I. Bamber and G. Fido, Beadles 8 Bell-Men. 


7. D&cemp, 16g). 


The PROLOGUE. 


In Thunder, Lightning, Hayl, Rain, Froft, and Snow, As for my part, Ile do my beft to ſerve ye. 

Dark Fogs and Mifts do I your Bell-man go, And pray that Heavenly Powers may preſerve ye. 
Not fearing Dangers ſo that I may do And that the Lord may give you Health and Store 
What is my Duty in preſerving you, Shall be yoar Bell-mans Prayers for ever more. : Y 


St. Thomas's Day. 


F Thomas fail'd in Faith, Lord weil may we, 

Who mighty Wonders fromthe Perfin ſes, 
Yet he coulJ nt belive chat thon could'ſt come, 
in real Perfon from thy Sacred [omb 
Though a Diſciple by thy felf reccired 
Till he had ſeen and felr he ne'er Believed. 
With Faith, Lord, lt thy Bloo 1 and BoJy be, 
Receiv'd by us, ani us Receiv'd by thee. 


On Chriſtmas- Eve. 


1 Ongſt all the Dilicated Days o'h Year 

| There's none atthrds ſuch plenty of goo0J Ciear, 
As Chriſtmas Day O the Sir-Loins, tzen Roaf, 
Minc'd-Pyes, P;umb-Porridge, with Mull'd Sack & Toſt, 
is it not Good 2? Yet ſome ſuch Fools there are, 

VVho deems ſuch Vidtuals Superſtitious Fares 

By rfphe, a!l ſuch who Feaſt not nn rhar Day, 

Should allthe Year from Food be forc'd to ſtay, 


Chriſtmas Day. 


Hen darkneſs had che Univerſe o'ceſpread, 
And all Mankind in Adam's Sin Lay Dead, 
Kind Heav'n thro' Mercy to diſtteſſed Men, 
@n this Bleſt dav a Holy Work began, 

And Rais'd a Sawiewr from a Virgins Sced, 

By which the Woeld was from diſtruCtion freed, 
F.er's Praiſe that GOD, ſo Merciful and Gn1d, 

Who to ſave Sinners, ſhed bis precious Blood, 


St. Stephen's Day. 


Ant Stephen firmly for the Goſpe! ſtood, 
\J Andfor Chrif's ſake was prouy to Ibſe h's Blooy, 
He the firſt Martyr, at whoſe Dezth was give1, 
The ſight of all the Glories that's 11 Heaven, 
And when tis Fovs to ſtone him did begin 
H- crv i}, O Lord Charge them no: w:'h trois Sn 
Se viclded up the Gho!, then 'er each Brotucr, 
By his example, forgiv2 ore an t1e7 


Str. John's Day. 


QAint Fobn the Evangeliſty to give us light, 

Took Pains the Holy Golpel for to Write, 

To tell us all Chriſt's Suffering and Pain, 

For this loſt Wor:d who it Redeem? again, 

Er Writ thetrvth moſt firm, and c'ear, molt good, 
And ſcal'd the Tekimony with his Bod, 


H. Innocents Day 


:Ofeph forewarn'd of Go.! by Divine Dream, 
The Lord of Life from Slinghter to redeem. 
With Holy Babs and Mcth-r he did flee, 
For to eſcape curs'd Herod s Cruilty, 
And into Egypt fled with all the Speed 
T' eſcaps the Face which Hered had decreed, 


New-Tears Day. 


MY Maſters all 1 wiſh th'er ſuing Year. 

May bring Proviſion dcwn, that is fo Dear, 
For what fhou'd binder now a vaſt Increaſe, 
Since the laſt Year clos'd upa Happy Peace, 

Plenty of Conſequence, muſt follow then, 
Toail True hearted, Loyal Engliſh men, 
Fer which poor 1, among the reft, wiil ſay, 


Bleſſed be Heaven, for ſuch 8s New-Tears-Day 
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For Twelfth Day. 

H_ beſure mike good your 1welfch-dev Cake, 
Oe which young Men and Miids fo merry make, 

At Nig'tt withont great VVonrer may be teen 

Knzve ric1as King, and Slut as fair as Queer,, 

About the Howmur never make wich pother, 

Since one muſt be as rich in Cake as r'other, 

Kings kiſs your Queens, Knaves ki's your Sls, I fav, 

For every Fack muſt have his Full to day, x 


On King William's Birth Day. 


{UD Aibun rviy wie Enrope ray rejoyce. 
\_# Aid Crown thathappy Day with Heart ard Voice, 
Which to the mighty 47%!::am iirft gave Breath, 
W hoſe valiant Deecs are ſpicad thionghout the Earth, 
His Fo=s 11 Field he never thrunk t» face, 
Ti!l he at laſt obrain'J a Glorious Pezce ; | 
Let Bells Ring, Trumps ſoun J, an Cannone roar, 
And Bonftres blaze, and Cups 'f Wine run ore. 


On the King's Landing. 


W3ke O Man ! and here' what News 1s Cone. 

[{\ G92d Newato many, | hope bad Newstc none 

This Day did Lan.i upT5n the Br:tzſh Short, 
The beſt of Kings that ever England boie, 
The GunsalouJ d:d Roar, the Bells cij ſw: eily Ring, 
All for towe!come home our Sovereign Lord ard Ring, 
May all thoſe Traytors foen to Juſtice come, | 
That would inſlave usin a War at home. 


The King's Welcome home. 


V E'come great Prince,thrice welcome to thyThrone 
Such ſcenes of Valour never yer was knovn. 

Let all rue Subjefts thy Great Acts Prociaim, 

And Sing Loud Anthems to Great Williams Name, 

Who for our Nations good fo bravely ftood, 

And waided for us through Great Seas of Bluod, 

Let alltrue Proteſtantsihy Power own, 

And pray that God may Guard thy -Royall Throne. 
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| And fo I wiſh you all a happy Tear. 


0 N My M, aſters. 


T worthy Maſters pray be not caſt down, 
Tho' Fortune at the preſent ſeem to frown 
Be chearful, fer t hope you't live to ſee | 

The Joyful days of full Proſperir:;, 
A thriving Tgadg#o glad your Hearts once more, 
And then out of the Plenty of your ſtore, 
Good Hoſpitality abroad will peep, 
. Whch for this many Years has lain alleep. 


0n my Miſtreſſes. 


A = Wife, ſhe like a Turtle Dove, 

ls grac'd with all the Ornaments of Love, 
 _ Sweet, Conrreous, P earant, Atfable and Kind, 
Yielling Otedience to her Hugband's Mind. 

A fatbQWl Porenerin bis Weal or Wee, 

On whoſe ſweet [ps ſoft balmy Kifles grow, 

Ihe Vertues of fo ſweet a charming Bride, 

Is better worth then all the World befide. 


To the young Men. 


Onth. free as Air, and blooming as the | ring 
Exetapt from Cares that Time & VVedlock bring, 
Tho nowhe ſtruts upon this Earthly Stage, 
He once muſt bend beneath decrepid Age, 
Thoſe ſprigiitly Looks which now ſo gay appear 
Muſt have their VVincer Seaſon like the Year, 
Therefore refpeRt and revererice Gray Haits, 
And pray to Heavn for a long Life Like rhcirs* 


To the Maids, 


| Maids, whoſ: Youth an4 Beauty Men admire, - 
VVto kindle in ch{ir Heares Loves pleaſing Fire, 
Requeſts mmodeſt every where ceny, 

All fart ring Tong:1cs and ſmooth Temeations fly, 

Se chaſt and righteous you may always prove 

A Bieffing to the Man thar pains your Love, 

V: rtue and Prudence are the cnly Graces, 

That bleſs cruc Lovers in their ſott Embraces, 


On Diſſmulation. 


Fore men pretend ro love whereas indees, 
Ihev doe a inl- piece of batred feeg, 

Thus like the watermen they icok one way, 

Ani ruw another as we ſeecachday; 

From this grand Peice of baſe diſsimulation, 

Pray God deliver all good men ifth Nation. 


0n Prayer. 


Erve ye the Lord, his Righteous Laws obey, - . 
— And in thy private ſilent Cloſet Pray, 
That hehis render Mercies Would @ctcnd, 
Sn wi'l he provea neve failing Friend, 
If from thy Sins thon art bur free topart, 
He'll give the Grace, and purifie thy Heart, 
Therfore this Day , Whilſt thou haſt time and ſpace, * 
By fervent Prayer approach the Throne of Grace. 


EF FE1I-L OUR 
AE cept dear Sirs Tour Servants weak endeavour, + 


| 


Who does account himfelf oblig'd for ever, 
If Toure well pleard with hat is bere preſented, 


. And-all my Maſters with my Sheet's contented, 


1 care not what the bawling Wits may doe, 
wu? 


If I bave here offended noye"of yo 
I only lope my thanks they will appear, 


- 
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